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Being a civilian, you may not have noticed that libraries 
are changing. Threatened by scary things like the internet 
and the innovations of new information packages, the 
library’s purpose as archive/repository for the human 
record is no longer a valid rationale. The general public 
does not need libraries. They have computers. They have 
unprecedented access at the tap of a finger. They carry 
entire libraries on their laptops. The fact that traditional, 
Carnegie-instituted public libraries are quickly becoming 
out-modeled and irrelevant to seekers of information and 
research is common knowledge. So traditional library 
structures and services are endangering the whole 
profession and by maintaining a backward looking 
allegiance to such out-dated concepts (such as book 
collections, quiet inside the building, no running), libraries, 
themselves, are signing their own death warrants. Or so 
the library futurists and technocrats proclaim from the 
second floor director’s offices and in the pages of our 
professional journals. 

In the spirit of these snide harbingers of library 
doom and obsolescence, I offer a few idea to the 
conversation of where and how libraries should march into 
the future! 
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Librarian: (answering phone) Reference, 
Information. 

Old Man: (yelling) HOW YOU DOIN’? 

Librarian: Fine. 

Old Man: (pause) Huh? 

Librarian: (speaking up) May I help you? 

Old Man: (still yelling) Yeah, (pause) Ah. You got 
any books on Tiger Wolf? 

Librarian: Tiger Wolf? 

Old Man: (yelling)Yeah. Tiger Wolf... W ... O .. .L 
.. ,F... maybe an E (pause) maybe without the E. 
Librarian : Do you mean Tiger Woods ? 

Old Man : Noooo. (pause then almost screaming) 
Wolf! 

Librarian : The golfer? 

Old Man : I know who Tiger Woods is, I think this 
other guy plays (pause) tennis. 

Librarian : No. Sorry, I have nothing in the catalog 
about Tiger Wolf. 

Old Man : (forcefully yelling) Did you try it with the 
E? 

Librarian : Yes. Still nothing. 

Old Man : (quietly) Well, alright then... 

<T> 



Librarian : (answering the phone) Information, may 
I help you? 

Diaper Bag Man : (in a thick Russian via New 
Joisey accent) Hello? 

Librarian : Hi. 

Diaper Bag Man : I am lookink for fmdkink all da 
stores dat swell to me diaper bags. 

Librarian : Diaper bags? 

Diaper Bag Man : Dah. Dah. Stores dat maybmk 
make dems. 

Librarian : Manufacturers of diaper bags? 

Diaper Bag Man : What? 

Librarian : Manufacturers of... 

Diaper Bag Man : .. .or sell dem maybmk. 
Librarian : Okay, let me see what I can track down, 
this may... 

Diaper Bag Man : (interrupting) In New York. 
Librarian : Excuse me? 

Diaper Bag Man : (loudly) In New York! In New 
York! Der are places. 

Librarian : Okay. I’ll check. Please hold... 

Diaper Bag Man : If maybmk no diaper bags.. .den 
garmink bags too. 

Librarian : Okay. Garment bags too. Right, I’ll 
check hold on... 

Diaper Bag Man : In Queens. 


Librarian : Right, (finally putting the phone on hold 
to check in Diomas Register and Reference USA 
business listings) Sir, I found a couple of businesses 
in New York that sell diaper bags, do you want... 
Diaper Bag Man : Vhat is is dis one in Queens? 
Librarian : There is one in the Bronx... 

Diaper Bag Man : Vhat is dis nummer? 

Librarian : 718-409 

Diaper Bag Man : Holt on (fumbling for a pen) 
okay. 

Librarian : Ready? 

Diaper Bag Man : Dah, vhat is nummer? 

Librarian : 718 

Diaper Bag Man : 3...7...2... 

Librarian : No. 

Diaper Bag Man : No? 

Librarian : No. (raising voice) 7... 1... 8 
Diaper Bag Man : 1 .... 8 ... 

Librarian : No. (going into the back office, holding 
the phone up to mouth, screaming) 1... 

Diaper Bag Man : 7.. .Hold on... 

(and so the number is communicated) 





Lady : Hey, I never used the internets before. Can I 
gets a map of Columbus off that thing? (points over 
at the computers that do not have the internet on 
them) 

Librarian : Well, those computers do not have the 
internet. They are just catalog computers. 

Lady : So I can get a road map off it, right? 
Librarian : No, that computer just looks up books 
the library owns. You will have to use.... 



On a quiet Tuesday morning, maybe 9:25 A.M., 
where no phones were ringing and hardly any of the 
public computer terminals were occupied, there came 
from the far comer of the Browsing Room, where all 
the new books live, a growling boom. Sounding more 
like a stomach cramp of a sleeping wooly mammoth 
than any noise a human being would utter, even in 
times of severe distress. 

We, at the desk, fifty or so feet away, took only a 
passing notice. A few quiet moments passed, then 
another guttural moan bellowed out, this one of 





longer duration and chased by a sonic, drunkard’s 
blast, “I’M HUNG-RAY!” followed by a skittering 
peal of deranged laughter. 

At this point, I bounced up to investigate. As I 
rounded the comer, I was not surprised to see a tall, 
scrawny man tossed over one of the Browsing Room 
chairs like a wilted string bean. He was ripping 
through the pages of an oversized art book and madly 
giggling. 

“Sir...” I stated with some authority, which 
caused him to grotesquely roll his head side to side 

and then backwards. He attempted to fix his watering 
eyes upon me, but they would not co-operate and 
continued to aim in opposing directions. The only 
thing he managed to control was his giggling, which 
he torched up a notch when he realized that I worked 
in the library. 



J M HUNG-RAAAY!” he suddenly yelled at me 
“Okay. Maybe you should go eat something.” 
SCRAMBLY EGGS!!” he announced 
with considerable enthusiasm. 

“That sure does sound nice. But i 

whatever you do, you have to quiet down. MM. 
You are being very loud.” 

“Sir,” he slurped, “I AM sorry, but I am 

really DRUUUUUNK!” At which point he 

leapt up, dangled in the air like a marionette with 
some strings cut away, waved his arms and lurched 
unnaturally before stumbling a dancing bee line 
toward the front doors. With a final explosion of 
laughter, he disappeared into the early morning sun. 



Mad Margaret : (approaching the desk, standing 
still but somehow managing to appear to be pacing, 
peering over her glasses to whisper in her horribly 
serious tone) I require assistance, (pause) At my 
terminal. ^ 

Librarian : (starting to get up to help her) { f, 



Mad Margaret : The problem does not necessitate 
your presence. 

Librarian : (stopping dead in his tracks) Um. Okay, 
but without looking at the screen I am not sure I can 
fix the problem, but I’ll try... 

Mad Margaret : (burrowing her above her eyeglass 
frame into the chest of the librarian - waiting a beat) 

What I am trying (pause) to print (pause) maintains : 
unrectiflable. 

Librarian . I’m sorry? 

Mad Margaret : (thrusting a blank piece of paper l 
over the desk) THIS produce is an unacceptable... 
Librarian : Well, let’s go see what you are trying to j 
print... 

Mad Margaret : (staring a few seconds, grabbing j 
with a flourish and tear, the blank page, before 
stalking back to her computer terminal) 

Librarian : (following her, to discover that she has 
turned the computer monitor off, reaching over her to 
attempt to click the screen on...) 

Mad Margaret : (snapping violently) THAT won’t 
be necessary! 

Librarian : But I can’t help you, if I can’t see the 
page that will not print. 

Mad Margaret ; I suppose that someone else would 
be better assessment equipped? 

Librarian : I’ll see... 

Mad Margaret : (sighing heavily) Unnecessary 
incompetence. Thank you. 





Librarian : (answering the phone) Reference, may J 
help you? 

Drunk Lady : Hello. I am looking for a recipe... 
Librarian : Okay... 

Drunk Lady : Well, sorta. I mean, I need to figger 
out how to cook a rat. 

Librarian : Cook a rat? A recipe for the rodent? 
Drunk Lady : Yeah. Cook up a rat and make it taste 

good. 

Librarian : Um, okay. 

Drunk Lady : I mean, I guess I could just add some 
spices and fixins.. .but which ones...you know? 
Librarian : Right. Well... 

Drunk Lady : I guess BBQ sauce might work too. 
Librarian : Possibly. Let me see if rat is included in 
The Roadkill Cookbook . 

Drunk Lady : That’s a real book? (laughing) I guess 
some people will write anything, huh?! 

Librarian : Yup. 


ENTRECOTE a la BORDELAISE 
Skin and De-gut your rat. Rub with a thick sauce of 
olive oil and crushed shallots. Add Salt and pepper. 
Make fire from broken wine barrels. Grill the 
prepared carcass overft. The Larousse recommends 




that the rat is served with a Bordelaise sauce , made 
according to recipe of the great French gastronome, 
Curnonslcy. Add six shallots to one half a cup of red 
Bordeaux in a small pan and cook for a few minutes, 
until the liquid has reduced by a third. Add bay 
leaves and thyme. Heat over a gentle flame, add 
butter and stir from time to time. After five minutes 
strain the sauce. - the decadent cookbook., medlar 
lucan, pps. 123-124. 



A middle aged fat lady approached the Reference 
Desk, thumped her well used Bible, with all its 
brightly colored bookmarks flapping, onto the 
counter. Without making eye contact, she rustled 
around, first in her purse, then began to shake the 
Good Book until a confetti stream of tattered notes 
spilled forth. 

I smiled at her when she finally peered up, sighed 
a bosom tremor sigh and said, “I knows its in heres.” 

She darted her eyes back to her pudgy fingers that 
carefully unfolded the raggedy notes strewn across 
the counter. Breathless, she produced a creased and 
ripped shred with the scribbled information she 
sough, (]g-j 


“Okay, baby,” she announced, “my Pastor tell us, 
go do some investigatin’ bout the First Temple. You 
knows, where it at, who done built it, and what it 
look like.” 

“Urn. Okay, I think we should..I began before 
she bustled up to pronounce, 

“I gots they Bible quotes wrote down here.” She 
turned the paper note over then frowned deeply. 

“Dang, I thought I done wrote them on they back 
of this here piece of paper.. .hold on, baby, they here 
somewheres.” 

Before she began rifling through the scattered pile 
again, I suggested, “Well, I think we can find 
something without the citation. Have you looked at 
the Encyclopedia Judaica ?” 

Without looking up or stopping her search, which 
had moved to fly fishing through the thumbed pages 

of her scripture, she replied, half listening, “They 
what now, baby?” 

The Encyclopedia Judaica. It is a reference set 
that gives historical maps, archeological evidence, 
and authoritative bibliographies on the Old 
Testament. I bet it will even have a diagram or floor 
plan of the Temple.” 

She stared at me for a long awkward minute, 

“They Encyclopedia Jewish?” 

“Judaica, yes.” -> 


“No,” she finally said, before she quietly added, 
“I was lookin’ for somthin’.. .Christian.” 

“Um... ” was all I could manage, “yes, I see, but 
the Encyclopedia Judaica IS the single best reference 
source I know of on the Old Testament, it really 
will... 


“Baby, is you Jewish?” 

“Um, no.” 

“Well, then you should know they Jews lie about 
they Bible and Jesus,” she condescendingly stated 
matter-of-factly. 

While I walked her back into the religion section, 

I imagined her announcing to her bible study group, 
in some storefront church cellar, dangerously perched 
on a folding chair, about how “they lie-berrian” tried 
to give her Jewish lies on the bible. Maybe there 
would be heavy sighing... 

FIRST TEMPLE 

HISTORY 

Following the destruction of Shiloh (c. 1050 
the need for a centra! Temple was fell. The mill 
leal suffered by the Israelites at Eben-Ezer whic 
in the capture of the ark by the Philistines, brought 
severance of the ark from the altar. For a general 
more, the ark wandered from place to place unt 
finally brought it to Mount Zion, where he erected a 
it (II Sam. 6: 17). The high places set up at Nob (I S 
at Gibeon (I Kings 3:4), and at other sites, e.g , Betl 
Mizpah, were unable to serve as a unifying center 
divided tribes who were competing for national sup 
These high places could not, in consequence, beet 
permanent site for the ark. However, with the caf 
Jerusalem and the establishment of the roval pa 
Mount Zion, a suitable place for this purpose was 
Jerusalem was situated on the border between the 
tribes and the Leah tribes; and on the border between 
tne tribe to which David belonged, and that of Benjur 
tribe from which sprang Saul, the Hrst king of Israt 






Toupee Man stalks up to the Reference Desk, 
weaving indecisively before committing to a comer. 
He patiently waits with he pale leathery hands folded 
on the counter. When I finally am free of the other 
people needing assistance, I slouch down in front of 
the computer he leans up against. 

“Yes, may I help you?” 

Meekly he says, “I want the addresses of all the 
rap labels..pointing at the computer, . .on one 
sheet of paper?” 

“All the rap labels?” I ask pushing the mouse 
around, looking at the screen, “on one sheet of paper? 
I’ll look.” 

I had learned having dealt with this customer and 
his impossible searches before that the less I engaged 
him, the higher the likelihood that he would end up 
talking himself out of getting what he wanted. 

“I have these lyrics I wrote that I want to see if the 
rap labels want to buy from me. So if I can get their 
addresses I can send them the lyrics. Do you think 
they buy lyrics? You can probably get all the rap 
labels on one sheet of paper, huh? There can’t be that 

man, I suppose, could there? Maybe if you could get 
someone’s name too, like the owner or president. Not 
finding anything? You’d think they would all be 
listed somewhere in one place with all the telephone 
numbers and addresses. They should fit on one sheet, 



one print out, huh? Did you find anything like that? 
Hmmmm. Do you think maybe instead of the labels I 
should contact individual rappists? Yeah. Maybe I 
should just try that. Thank you.” 

As he slowly ambled away I tried to imagine what 
sort of lyrics this elderly white man could possibly 
have dreamed up that would make him think a rap 
label would be interested in buying and recording 
them. Were his lyrics quaint rhyming couplets or did 
he imagine big booties shaking the hotel party 
spilling Courvoisierl Either way, I figured it was best 
not too think too much about it. 


Librarian : (answering the phone) Reference, 
Information... 

Crazy Man : (badly slurring) How you doin’? Look 
man, I am trying to find out Sally Jessy Raphael’s 
address. 

Librarian : The address of her show? 

Crazy Man : Yeah, (pause) OR no, wait, where she 
stay at. 

Librarian : Okay, I will see what I can.... 

Crazy Man : HEY! WAIT! I also am tryin to find 
her shoes size! 

Librarian : Excuse me? 

Crazy Man : Yeah, what size shoe she wear? 
Librarian : Okay, I’ll see what I can find, hold on. 




Babyface was looking particularly disheveled and 
unkempt. For at least a week he grew progressively 
greasier, his white shirt grew yellow under the arms, 
crumbs permanently lodged in the giant bed wrinkles, 
and his swipe of black hair whitened with flaking 
dandruff. Eventually, probably a humid Friday, 
whatever event spiraled him into this disrepair had to 
be shared; one way or another, the weight had to be 
lifted. 

Suddenly he hovered over the reference desk, his 
round belly pressed into an unnatural bulge 

threatening to split the fabric of 
his shirt, he sighed dramatically 
before announcing in that 
y innocent, proclamation clipped 

tone of his, “My mother passed on 
two weeks ago. I am now an 
fjjj orphan.” 

“I’m sorry for your loss,” one 
of my more compassionate co-workers finally said. 

Supporting himself now fully on his massive fists 
pressed heavily into the countertop, he stared 
menacingly for a good minute before replying, 
“Donna Reed was a good 
mother on TV and to her real 
family, don’t you think?” 

“Yes.” 



. .and she was always so 
pretty.” Without blinking he 
turned on his heel to march back 
to his computer. 

The Sunday after this interaction, the second floor 
monitor called down to the reference desk looking for 
the In-Charge person. It seemed that Babyface was 
up there trying to smooch an elderly lady that he 
sometimes chatted with about old movies. 


Little Girl : Hi. 

Librarian : Hi, may I help you? 

Little Girl : Sure. 

Librarian : Okay. 

Little Girl : Have you seen 
Junie B. Jones? 

Librarian : I am sorry, who? 

Little Girl : They (pointing at 
the circulation desk) said that 
Junie B. Jones might be over here. 

Librarian : I do not know who this person is. 
Little Girl : She’s not a person! (laughing) It’s a 
book! You never heard of Junie B. Jones?! 
Librarian : Oooooh... 



((G) 


Librarian : (answering the phone) Reference... 
A.M. Talk Radio Lady : I just heard that some 
libraries, some librarians, are not letting people look 
at the swift boat veterans website; that they are 
blocking it out!! 

Librarian : I haven’t heard that. 

A.M. Talk Radio Lady : (vocal frown) So your 
library lets people look at the swift boat veterans? I 
could come in there and read their website on your 
library computer? 

Librarian : Sure. Why not? 

A.M. Talk Radio Lady : I just heard that some 
libraries were banning that site yet they will let the 
children watch pornography all day without saying 
anything or yelling at the parent’s when they 
complain. What this world has come to! I was in a 
bookstore the other day and they had Bill Clinton’s 
book everywhere, stacked to the ceiling even, in the 
windows, everywhere ! And they did not even have a 
copy of Unfit for Command , they had never even 
heard of it when I asked them for it!! Does your 
library have a copy of it? Unfit for Command ? 
Librarian : Yes, we have it on order. Would you like 
to reserve a copy and we will call you when it comes 
in? 

A.M. Talk Radio Lady : No. I already have it on 
reserve. 



Librarian : I see. 

A.M. Talk Radio Lady : I bet that you already have 
Bill Clinton’s book, don’t you?! 

Librarian : Why, yes we do. Would you like for 
me... 


A.M. Talk Radio Lady : I knew it!! Incredible! 



Alin*** 


Librarian : (answering the phone) 
Reference Information... 

Drunk Old Lady : Stop it. They 
here! Hello there. 

Librarian : Hello? 

Drunk Old Lady : They is dis man 
in mah house whose tryin on telling 
me dat they is dis.. .stop it, I’m 
talking wiff them at de lieberry.. .dat 
they is dis fish dat swim in de water 
but can also crawl on de land an can 
eat folks.. .an I think dis man is 
telling tales.. .1 may be drunk but dat 
aint make me no foo’! 






Librarian : A fish that crawls on land and eats 
people? 

Drunk Old Lady : UN HUH! An eat folks right up! 
Stop it.. .hease never done heard of this craz... .(the 
phone hangs up with a sudden click) 


A few minutes pass where I tell my co-worker about 
the snakehead fish, an invasionary species that can 
crawl on land and eats whole populations of 
indigenous species, just as I am bringing up pictures 
of the ugly brute, my telephone rings... 

Me : Reference Information... 

Drunk Old Lady : Wuz I jess talking wiff yous? 
Me . No, I think you were speaking with my co¬ 
worker. 


Drunk Old Lady : Aboat dis crazy fish dat eat folks 
(someone begins poking the key pad on the phone, 

interrupt us) 


dialing beeps 
Stop dat!! I am 
the lieberry man! 
called back to 
de rude behavior 
old liar in mah 



trying to talk at 
An’way I jes 
apologize fer 
of dis drunk 
house. Some 


folks is rude an’ have no manners! So tell your buddy 
dere it wuz dis old rude drunk man in mah house who 
hanged up on him! Thank you! 

Me : Okay... 



A middle-aged-housewife-type comes to the desk 
waving a sheet of paper through the air, before 
slapping it down upon the counter. 

“Is there anyway I can get this translated?” 

My co-worker tentatively examines the pages, 
“Well..she snaps, “first of all, this is in Arabic 
and...” 

‘Yes, I know it is Arabic, it came over my home 
fax line...” 

“Okay,” my co-worker interrupts with a growing 
expressed impatience, “the thing is that this is 
transliterated and...” 

“I don’t know what all that means. All I know is 
that this came by mistake to my home fax, I mean it 
MUST be a mistake, I do not know why anyone 
would send this to me...” 

At this point in the conversation both the patron 
and my co-worker were forcefully interrupting each 

other, growing louder 
and more agitated with 
each passing comment. 

“Okay, well, I can’t 
answer why you got 
this fax...” my co¬ 
worker stated before 
nervously laughing the 

cackle of pure sarcasm. 



o o 





“But what if this is plans to attack Cleveland? It 
could be instructions or something for a terrorist - 
that came to me by mistake!!” 

Ma am! blurts my shocked co-worker. 

It could be! And there is no one here who can 
read this at all?! Incredible!” 

“No. You but you might want to call the foreign 
language department at the downtown library maybe 
they have..,” 

“Where? I don’t know about that. Maybe I should 
call the FBI!” 

“Well.. .yes, I suppose...” 

“I just don’t know why this was sent to me!” 
fetching her crinkled fax from the counter the patron 
bursts off out of the library. Once she is gone another 
co-worker who witnessed the entire transaction turns 
to me and says, “I don’t read Arabic, but I am pretty 
sure that fax was signed Osama bin Laden!” 




chomp/chomp/ 

CRUNCH-SNAP.// 



Librarian : May I help you? 

Toupee Man : Yes, I suppose so, maybe. 

Librarian : Okay. 

Toupee Man : I need to find a picture of a vampire. 
Librarian : A vampire? 

Toupee Man : Yes. 

Librarian : Like Bela Lugosi? 

Toupee Man : No, a real vampire. Not one from the 
movies. 

Librarian : The only real vampire 1 have ever heard 
of are vampire bats. Do you mean a picture of one of 
them? 

Toupee Man : No. 

Librarian : Um... 

Toupee Man : There have to be pictures of actual 
vampires somewhere. 

Librarian : Well, not necessarily. 

Toupee Man : Why not? 

Librarian : Because vampires do not cast reflections, 
so there is absolutely no way someone could 
photograph them either! 

Toupee Man : (thinking) Good point. 


Librarian : (answering the phone) Reference, may I 
help you? 

Bag Lady : You there? Can you hear me? Hello? 
Librarian : Yes, I can hear you. 

Bag Lady : Okay good, look I hear that they were 
underground railroads that had stations in Cincinnati. 
Librarian : Underground stations? 

Bag Lady : Yeah, can you hear me? 

Librarian : I’m sorry 
,yes. Do you mean like a 
choo-choo train or the 
Underground Railroad 
that slaves used to escape 
North? 

Bag Lady : Um.. .yeah 
that it. 

Librarian : What’s it? 

Bag Lady : They slaves. 

Librarian : And you want 
to know where in Ohio 
the Underground 
Railroad... 

Bag Lady : Was they a 
trams’ station? 

Librarian : I’m sorry, 
was what a train station? 

Bag Lady : That they 
slaves built! 






Librarian : No. The Underground Railroad was a... 
Bag Lady : They was no stops? 

Librarian : Well, yes, kinda... 

Bag Lady : And this place is underground? 
Librarian : The stations, no, not always... 

Bag Lady : But sometimes? Would it be somewheres 
you want to take a child? 

Librarian : Excuse me? 

Bag Lady : Can you hear me? 

Librarian : Yes. 

Bag Lady : I am on a pay phone. 

Librarian : Okay... 

Bag Lady : Look, I am looking at this here paper 
from the Underground Railroad in Cincinnati, would 
it be somewheres you wants to take a child? 
Librarian : You mean did slaves take their children? 
Bag Lady : No. You can hear me alright? 

Librarian : I am not sure what you mean... 

Bag Lady : It says here on this here paper, 
Underground Railroad Museum is open... 

Librarian : OH! You want to know about the 
museum in Cincinnati? 

Bag Lady : Ain’t that what we been talking about all 
this time? 




Mean Lady : (calling across the library Irom a puonc 
computer) Escuse me! Escuse me! Can you help me? 
Librarian : (walking over to her) Yes. 

Mean Lady : I am looking for the international 
driver’s license. 

Librarian : Okay, the international driver s license. 
As in where to get one or are you looking for a form 
or an application? 

Mean Lady : Is there someone else who can help 
me? You don’t seem like you can. 

Librarian : I’ll see if... 

Mean Lady : I just thought since you work in a lie 
berry you might know something. I guess that don’t 
mean shit. 


Confused Lady : (holding up a dvd) Can I renew this 
video? 

Librarian : Sure, just... 

Confused Lady : No. I mean can I reserve this 
video? 

Librarian : Sure. 

Confused Lady : Not this video, but you know 
another one? 

Librarian : Sure what is the title? 

Confused Lady : (looking at the video she is 
holding) Black Knight. 

23 


Confused Lady : So 1 can not renew...1 mean reser/e 
it? 

Librarian : Well you should return that one first, so 
they can mark it damaged... 

Crazy Lady : Well, I told her it was damaged did 
that do anything? 

Librarian : Not unless you returned the video and 
told them it was damaged. 

Crazy Lady : I did not return it because I wanted to 
rene..reserve it! 

Librarian : Okay, but you should return that first, 
otherwise your reserve will attach itself to that copy 
when it is returned! 

Crazy Lady : But this one is damaged... 

Librarian : Right. Look go return that one. and then 
come back here and I will reserve it. 

Crazy Lady : But what if I forget the title? 
Librarian : I will remember. 

Crazy Lady : I don't want to return it, I just want her 
to mark it damaged and then I will bring it down to 
you. 

Librarian : Okay...fine tell them that at the circ desk. 
Confused Lady : (trundles off) 



xv«„ger . figging around in his 
Heeee y- can y°u help me figure out these 

Librarian : Um. Sure. 

Walker, Texas Ranger : (pulling out wrinkled and 

dirty papers) They are trying to take my mom's house 
3.w cty. 

Librarian : Uh huh. (looking at the papers) 
alker, Texas Ranger : I am living there but they 
wont let me in. 

. Librarian: Uh huh. (handing 

papers back) Um, I do not 

* recognize these papers. Are they... 

'' Walker, Texas Ranger : Yeah, 

W they won't let me back in. 

— - Librarian : I see 

Walker, Texas Ranger : Yeah, they took my mom 
away. J 

Librarian : Uh huh. j 

Walker, Texas Ranger : And now they won't tell me ! 

where they took her. I 

Librarian : (nervous laughter) | 

Waiker Texas Ranger : You think I should get a 
lawyer. My brother thinks maybe I should. So they 

can't take the house. Or at least tell me where they 
took mom. _ 





Librarian : I see. 

Walker, Texas Ranger : Yeah, you know where I 
can get a lawyer? 

Librarian : I can show you... 

Walker, Texas Ranger : Maybe some other time. 
Right now I need to find scuba diver instructors for 
my class. He said I should look on the computer. 
Librarian : I see, well... 

Walker, Texas Ranger : You think I can get that off 
these machines here? 



Librarian : I am sure you can. 

Walker, Texas Ranger : Alright. Thanks (starts to 
walk away) Next time will you get me some papers 
on the cowboys? 

Librarian : Uh huh. 
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